CHAPTER 131 


August 31, 2011 


“You seriously woke me up for watermelon?” 


Justin was woken from his restless sleep by Yosuke calling him up. Apparently Yu 
had decided to invite everyone over to his house for watermelon. Justin wasn’t 
much of a fan of fruit, but hey, why the fuck not? It’s not like he didn’t like 
watermelon; he just wouldn’t eat it on a regular basis. Of course; Justin had some 
other matters to attend to. For starters, Justin was right about Maya not coming 
home the night prior. When he had opened the door to his house, the couch was 
empty, unsurprisingly. She had run off teary eyed the night prior, for reasons no one 
could explain; reasons that obviously needed addressing. They couldn’t just ignore 
Maya’s little breakdown, right? Justin just hoped she had come home at some point; 
he had made sure the key was still under the mat for her... He didn’t need her out 
sleeping in the streets again. 


Why not? It IS watermelon. 
“I’m only surprised you didn’t call me sooner.” 


Hey, uh... Is... ls Maya alright? Yosuke questioned after a moment, slight sorrow in 
his voice. He felt responsible for her running off the night before; after all, she didn’t 
seem to run off until he had made that comment. It wasn’t even an offensive 
comment; if anything it was a compliment. In a way, that made Yosuke feel even 
worse about it; not knowing just what it was he did to send her over the edge like 
that. Justin rubbed at his forehead as he pushed himself out of bed, walking down 
the stairs to see if she was there. She was, thankfully enough; though she did seem 
to be trying to smutter herself with the pillow, her face down against it as she slept. 
The implications pointed to Maya crying herself to sleep, much to Justin’s 
displeasure. He sighed a bit as he stared at her from the staircase. 


“..She’s fine.” Justin lied slightly. She was here, so that was an improvement at the 
very least. On the other hand though; she DID cry herself to sleep, so he wasn’t 
sure how much that really counted for. Not much he would assume. Still ignorance 
is bliss; and that would be enough to put Yosuke’s nerves at ease until they figured 
out what had caused Maya to snap like that. Yosuke sighed with slight relief on his 
end of the line. It wasn’t much conciliation to Know she was okay now; but it did 
help a bit with the guilt. 


Well alright... Um... C-Could you tell her | said sorry? Yosuke choked up a bit. He still 
didn’t know what he did that was so wrong, but he felt bad about whatever it was. 
Justin nodded a bit as though Yosuke could even see that through the phone. And it 
took him a second for him to realize that as well. 


“Yeah, | will... I'll, uh... See you soon man.” Justin choked up before flipping his 
phone close, hanging up on Yosuke. No doubt Yosuke would want to tell her himself, 
but there was a pretty good chance Maya wouldn’t even want to go. Hell, Justin 
didn’t even know when she had come home. For all he knew, she might have just 
fallen asleep moments ago. He thought it was a little more important for Maya to 
sleep it off, to get it out of her system than for Yosuke to beg forgiveness. Justin 
sighed, slowly approaching the couch before crouching down at her head. He should 
at least see what she wanted to do about all of this... Maybe she just needed to talk 
after all. Maybe she was just having a bad day. He gently shook her by the shoulder, 
just enough that it would wake her up if she wasn’t too far gone. Given how quickly 
she responded, Justin doubted she was ever asleep to begin with. Either that, or she 
sure as hell hadn’t missed a beat waking up. 


“Go away.” She mumbled, her voice smothered by the pillow she rested her face in. 
She certainly hadn’t gotten over what had been tearing her apart the night prior, 
that’s for sure. Justin stared at her with sympathetic eyes as he hovered over her; 
not that she could see it though, what with the pillow covering her face and all. 


“Are you alright...? We’re all going to get watermelon...” Justin tried to bribe her to 
raise her eyes from the pillow she had been resting her head against. Maya was a 
big fan of watermelon, despite almost never eating it, so he supposed that would 
cheer her up. It caught her attention anyway, as she twisted her head to the side, 
so that her face was facing Justin, and her ear was pushing up against the pillow. 
Her eyes were red and irritated, and she looked like she hadn’t slept for ages. 


“_..1S he going to be there?” She choked up after a while. Justin bit his bottom lip. He 
already understood where this was going. He could tell her the truth and have her 
refuse going, or he could lie to her and make her hate the BOTH of them when she 
actually showed up to find him there... He decided lying to her wasn’t going to 
accomplish much but betray her trust. He had done that once before; it wasn’t a 
pretty sight, and he had no intention of repeating the mistakes of the past. 


“...He says he’s sorry Maya.” She quickly flipped back around to avoid looking at 
Justin. She wasn’t in the mood for this shit. She just didn’t want to be around him 
anymore. All he was doing was breaking her heart. She couldn’t stand being around 
him; around all the wonderful things he did for her. Madam; pfft, what a joke. He’s 
Just trying to drag me along for the ride... Then he'll kick me out once he reaches 
his destination. They always do. “You should at least give him a chance Maya. If he 
was Calling me of all people to apologize for him, you know he feels bad.” Justin 
remarked trying to convince her. Maya just shook her head in denial. 


“He’s not sorry. He doesn’t even know what I’m mad about.” Maya sighed. He didn’t 
know what she was mad about, otherwise he wouldn’t be tugging at her 
heartstrings like this. No one would be that cruel. That was what was killing her; He 
didn’t know. She wanted him to know, but he didn’t. And he wouldn’t, no matter 


how hard she tried to make it clear to him. She was partially to blame in that 
regard, she supposed. How hard was it to say ‘I love you?’ Apparently very. Justin 
placed his hand on her arm with reassurance, trying to calm her down a bit, to 
cheer her up with just a simple touch. 


“But I’m sure he’d like to.” Justin remarked. It was silent fora moment as the 
comment seeped into her brain. She’d like him to know too, but there was just no 
way. It never worked for her, it never would. Love was some ridiculous game of cat 
and mouse... Neither would really get what they want; just spinning around in 
circles for the ages, chasing their hopes and dreams. Maybe he would like to; but 
she just couldn’t tell him. She wanted to; but she couldn’t. 


“Just leave me alone.” Maya choked up after a moment, closing her eyes again, 
trying to ignore everything and everyone around her. Just let her sleep; pretend that 
love was just a bad dream. Justin sighed as he stared down at her. If she didn’t want 
to go, he wasn’t going to force her. She needed to get it out of her system 
eventually though. Yosuke was probably her best friend... they shouldn’t be at odds 
ends like this. 


“Alright then... I’m uh... I’m gonna get going. Just give me a call if you need me, 
alright?” Justin remarked, hoping that he could be here if she needed to open up 
about something. She remained silent though, refusing to budge on the matter. He 
sighed a bit as he pushed himself up off of his knee, heading upstairs to change. 


“Um, Dad got a watermelon from someone, so he said we should call everyone.” 


Everyone, save Maya, had gathered at Yu’s house with promises of free food. Justin 
was never picky about food when it was free. It could be shit on a plate, and Justin 
would eat it so long as you didn’t charge him a cent. Probably. Okay most likely not; 
but he’d eat a lot of things if it were free. Just not fecal matter. Everyone seemed 
excited to be here at the very least. Save maybe Justin and Yosuke, who were still a 
little torn up about Maya’s emotional state. They didn’t know what was wrong, and 
that was painful. They wanted to help, dammit. 


“Man, a watermelon! 'Cause of all the stuff that's gone down this summer, | 
completely missed out. So where is it? The fridge?” Kanji nervously stammered 
trying to locate the watermelon he so badly desired. Never before had Justin seen 
someone so frantic about watermelon; not even Maya. And she practically idolized 
that stuff. To be honest, just the thought of eating watermelon without Maya was 
making Justin a little sick to his stomach. He knew she wanted to be here; she just 
didn’t want to be here with Yosuke for whatever reason. Maybe he could bring some 
home for her... It was the least he could do. 


“Gee, Kanji. They invited us over... At least show some manners.” Rise scolded 
Kanji. He should know better than to try rummaging through the house in search of 
fruit of all things. He just needed to patiently wait for his host to get around to 
serving them. Kanji didn’t at all seem fazed by Rise’s attempts at civilizing him a 
bit. In fact, he was already devising another... slightly less than civil plan. He didn’t 
seem to get the idea of guest courtesy. 


“We gotta smack it open first.” Kanji declared with aggressive excitement. That got 
quite a few funny looks out of people. Half of the room seemed to be in agreement, 
while the other half thought Kanji was absolutely nuts. Who the hell thought it was 
acceptable to break someone else’s food, especially when they were being 
generous enough to offer you some. That was like a guy offering you a free hot dog 
and then throwing it on the ground because you were an ‘adult.’ Thank god no 
one’s ever done THAT before. Yosuke sighed a bit. It sounded like fun, but in all 
honesty he just wasn’t in the mood for it. Too much on his mind and all that. And 
could you really blame him? Even Justin wasn’t really in the mood for smashing 
watermelon open. And this was Justin we were talking about. He LIVED for breaking 
stuff open. 


“Huh? Are we seriously gonna do that? We can't eat it if it gets all crushed.” Chie 
objected. Food was meant to be eaten after all, not smeared all over the floor. 
Strangely enough, it seemed Yukiko didn’t quite share Chie’s philosophy on food. 
Perhaps just because she sucked at cooking and had some sort of deep-rooted 
hatred of food. It would explain why she had completely mutilated that curry. Justin 
still hadn’t gotten that missing tooth checked out. It WAS his wisdom tooth after all, 
so he probably didn’t need to. Still felt weird with that gap there though. 


“But, but, doesn't it sound like fun?” Yukiko spoke up. It did sound like fun. Breaking 
stuff was ALWAYS fun. It was just the part that came after breaking stuff that was 
shit. That’s why only psychopaths (and Justin) broke stuff on a regular basis; 
because they didn’t care about or realize the consequences. Yu passed Yukiko a 
strange look. Seemed out of character for someone as shy as Yukiko to want to 
break a watermelon open. Whatever happened to eating food anyway? Couldn’t 
they break something else? 


“| wanna do it too!” Nanako piped up with excitement. Once again, turned out the 
investigation team was a horrible influence on the young, easily influenced mind of 
Nanako. They should have been teaching her about not wasting food and all that 
crap. Hell, Justin WISHED people had taught him not to waste food, he had to figure 
that out on his own when he first started to live by himself. He went through his 
food budget a LOT quicker than he should have. And that was coming from the guy 
who didn’t eat breakfast. Teddie quickly stood up from the seat he had taken on the 
couch next to Nanako, fiery determination in his eyes. 


“I'll swing at it with everything I've got! The splattering fruit juice! Bursts of joy! One 
night of love... The bitter sweetness of those days is the essence of youth!” Teddie 
pitched, as though trying to sell a product. The product in this case being smashing 
someone’s generosity open like a fragile vase. Why? Because they could of course. 
Yosuke’s expression of self-pity eventually faded to one of slight annoyance, a 
grimace slowly creeping across his face. 


“That makes no sense at all... And dude, will you cut out those commercial lines of 
yours!?” Yosuke angrily spat at Teddie, trying to get him to stop with his awful 
pitches. He didn’t need to be reminded of his pitch for the summer festival. A girl’s 
yukata coming loose is not a good tagline, goddammit. And this was coming from 
YOSUKE. And let’s not forget that Nanako practically worshiped Teddie. How could 
she not? He WAS Junes’s mascot after all, and given that she absolutely loved that 
place, it was to be expected. 


“That's the essence of youth!” Nanako enthusiastically repeated, reciting Teddie’s 
new catch-phrase. Justin couldn’t stop himself from slapping himself in the 
forehead. There goes Teddie making everything horrible again. Sometimes Justin 
wondered why they even let him out of the television sometimes. If they knew he 
was going to do THIS; they would have barred off their entrance television with 
wooden planks or something. Justin was about to say something when the group 
was suddenly interrupted by the sound of a door creaking over. At first they had just 
assumed it was Dojima, but as they slowly turned to face the door, the spotted that 
all to recognizable pink hair pin. Seemed Maya had decided to grace them with her 
presence after all. She slowly slipped her shoes off, before timidly make her way 
inside, head hung with slight embarrassment, cheeks red. Maya timidly took a seat 
next to Yosuke on the couch, eyes facing away from him with embarrassment and 
shame. She had tried to fight it, but she still wanted to be there by his side. Love 
was such a silly game... But dammit, she still wanted to play. Even if Yosuke clearly 
didn’t. She had to try; that’s what made love love after all. Yosuke stared at her 
with apologetic and sorrowful eyes, as she tried to avoid eye contact. 


“Well, look who finally decided to show up!” Justin teased her slightly from where he 
stood. Maya refused to look in his general direction though, her cheeks still red. 
After the scene she had caused this morning and the night before, she didn’t really 
feel comfortable around everyone. “Feeling better?” Justin questioned. Maya 
nodded timidly in response, again refusing to look at Justin as he spoke to her. That 
only served to turn his smile into a frown once more. He felt like an ass for asking 
her questions when she clearly didn’t feel like answering them. Perhaps she just 
wanted everyone to pretend nothing had happened. Not that he had much time to 
ask more questions though; everyone was soon caught off guard by the sound of 
the door creaking again. Justin was half expecting another fake-out and for Kurt to 
walk through the door. Which would be awful for so many reasons, but you got the 
point. It was actually Dojima this time. 


“I'm home-whoa, that's a lot of shoes. How many people are here?” Dojima 
remarked as he slowly slipped through the door. Nanako quickly hoped out of her 
seat on the couch to run to her father joy and anticipation in her eyes as he carried 
in a bag that most likely contained the watermelon they were apparently going to 
smash open. Or at least the one that Nanako wanted to smash. If it were up to some 
of them, no fruit would be smashed that day. Unless you consider chewing 
smashing fruit up with your teeth. 


“Welcome home! Um, let's split the watermelon open!” Nanako cheerfully 
requested. Within seconds the wide grin that had been sweeping across Dojima’s 
face suddenly turned to one of embarrassed, disappointed shock. It was 
immediately clear what had happened based on his expression; seemed like 
someone had beaten them to the punch. 


“Say what!? ...Uh, well, you see...” Dojima stammered slightly as he placed the bag 
housing the watermelon on the table, slowly unwrapping it. There was already a 
sizeable chunk sliced out of it. Not that they couldn’t smash it ANYWAY, but for 
some reason, it kind of ruined the whole thing. They wanted to smash a watermelon 
before anyone could use it for food dammit. They wanted to laugh in the face of 
third-world children. Sorta. Probably not. Nanako’s glee immediately turned to that 
of disappointment. “Well, | uh... Already shared some with the neighbors...” Dojima 
tried to explain. Wasn’t doing much to raise Nanako’s spirits regardless of what he 
had done to justify cutting up the watermelon SHE wanted to break. No fair. 


It was a moment before the watermelon was sliced up, even longer before the 
watermelon was evenly distributed. And by that | mean the girls all got a third of 
what the guys did, for no explicable reason. That was totally fair. Maya didn’t even 
get a slice, but that was because of her own decision, not the person with the 
knife’s. She just sort of sat there next to Yosuke, who had a huge slice of 
watermelon on his lap, chewing away little by little at its insides. It was quiet 
between the two of them, despite everyone else talking lively about their... fruit. Or 
in Justin’s case, questioningly loudly what the hell Kanji was shaking onto his 
watermelon. He had pulled a fucking salt shaker thing out of his pocket; like he just 
carried that around everywhere. Was it sa/t? Sugar? Give me a fucking clue Kanji! 
You're killing me here! 


“Hey Maya?” Yosuke choked up after a while as everyone around them bustled 
noisily with conversation. It had only been quiet between them two, and the y both 
knew it. Maya slowly lifter her eyes up from her lap, somewhat sad eyes lying upon 
him. “I-l Know Justin probably already told you, but I’m sorry about yesterday...” 
Yosuke apologized softly to her. Maya’s eyes just seemed to drop again fora 
moment, sadness in her gaze. She wasn’t sure what was worse, the fact that no 
matter how much she tried, Yosuke just didn’t get it... That she was suffering... Or 
that her little outburst had been making HIM suffer, eating away at his insides with 
guilt. 


“...1’m sorry too... | didn’t mean...” She began, though she couldn’t seem to find the 
right words to finish that sentence. She wasn’t sure what she should be sorry for. 
Yosuke had made her feel like shit that day; even if all he had been doing was 
treating her the way she had always expected out of a gentleman. He bowed his 
head and called her all sorts of pleasantries like madam, and ma’am... She was only 
sorry that he made her feel the way she did; but she couldn’t the other way around. 
She sighed a bit, tilting her head to the side, resting the tip of her head against his 
shoulder. Yosuke’s eyes widened for a moment with surprise with the gesture Maya 
was going through here. Truth be told, it wasn’t just that she wanted her skin to 
touch him like that, it was just that she was tired. Tired of crying and feeling the 
way she did. She just needed a place to rest her head, and that just so happened to 
be Yosuke’s shoulder. 


It was quiet for a moment between the two as Yosuke stared at her with a slight 
look of shock and confusion. It eventually faded though to one a small grin along 
the corners. If he didn’t have a watermelon in his hands, he’d almost be tempted to 
wrap his arm around her back and to the other shoulder, like a half hug. Maybe it 
was a good thing he had a watermelon, sounded like a sure fire way to get slapped 
across the face if you asked him. Instead they just sat like that in quiet, watching 
the others laugh and shove. And for just a moment, they had never been happier... 
Even Maya, who had eventually drifted away to sleep, head still leaning against his 
shoulder. She hadn’t slept the night prior... And never before had she felt so... right, 
if that’s an accurate word. She felt like everything was just the way it should be. 
And even though her heart was racing, she had never been calmer. 


“Sugar? Spice? Everything nice? Come on Kanji, give me a clue here!” Across the 
room Justin was still deciphering what the hell Kanji could be pouring on his slice of 
watermelon every twelve seconds. By this point, he was starting to get a little 
irritated. Why did it even matter to Justin what he was putting on his food. Yeah, he 
was putting something on his watermelon. Just a sprinkle of shut the fuck up. It WAS 
sugar by the way. He just didn’t feel like explaining himself to Justin. Justin was 
going to continue his interrogation session too, when all of a sudden he heard most 
of the others pipe up in agreement about something. Mostly cries of ‘you betcha’. 


“Huh? Oh, you betcha!” Kanji called out from where he was standing, realizing he 
had missed his cue with Justin pestering him. Justin’s eyebrow curved downwards 
with confusion as everyone piped up with the same claim of ‘you betcha.’ What 
exactly were they all agreeing on? He liked to agree on things to. Made him feel like 
part of the group. 


“Sorry, wasn’t paying attention... what were we talking about?” Justin questioned 
with puzzlement. Nanako seemed to be smiling profusely at the moment giggling a 
bit to herself. Justin had assumed she was laughing at him for not knowing what 
was going on. So that’s how it’s going to go down, huh? To think | trusted you! |n 


actuality, she was just happy to find all of her friends would remain her friends in 
the coming year. Always nice to have friends after all. Especially cool older kids. 


“Nanako asked if we’d play with her again next year.” Chie explained for Justin, a 
warm smile on her face. Justin couldn’t hold back laughter; which at first kind of 
seemed really douche. Like he was laughing at Nanako’s question. Like he was 
laughing at the prospect of playing with a seven year old. He even got a bit of a 
glare from everyone else. Turned out everyone had really jumped the gun. Good 
thing Justin hadn’t noticed the glares, otherwise he would have gave everyone 
some shit back. 


“Next year? | was under the impression this year wasn’t even over yet.” Justin 
laughed a bit. “Anytime Nanako.” Nanako clapped with joy, happy to see everyone 
would play with her in the days to come. Summer might have been over, but there 
was still next summer. And winter vacation; and all those other days off they could 
play. This was going to become the beginning of a wonderful friendship. Justin 
smiled at the girl before turning back to Kanji. 


“So seriously, paprika or something?” 


“Son of a...” 


